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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
| had this written for many months actually, | just never typed it up, haha 


As told in Vince's POV. 


There's something about being dominated, being completely helpless, powerless and at the mercy of another. 
My heart races, blood runs hot as adrenaline kicks in. He's over me, inside of me, delivering thrust after 
thrust. His pace is fast, hard, as he hisses out dirty things to me. | should be made and if it were anybody 
else, | would be but not with Nikki.. Never with Nikki. 


My hands are bound to the headboard by a belt. | can't touch him or myself and it's sweet torture. My cock 
aches, begging to be stroked but he refuses to do so. Instead, his hands grip my hips painfully. There'll be 
bruises tomorrow, but | don't care. The way he violates me turns me on to no end, keeps me coming back for 


more. 


A hand grips around my throat now, and | can tell he's close. My moans are cut off when he adds pressure, 


and it makes me want to cum even more without touching my dick. 


His speed increases, the bed is banging against the wall, his grip tightens. | give him my best smirk in the 
position I'm in, because l'm loving every minute of this. It excites me to know that he can do whatever he 


wants to me and there's nothing | can do about it. 


"You're such a good fuck, blondie." He says, and it makes me shiver. | look up to him, brown eyes pleading, 


pleading for all he has to give, pleading to feel his release inside of me. 


Its not long before | get what | want, a matter of seconds and he unleashes his load in me. He lets go of my 
throat after, and | draw in a deep breath. "Fuck" is all | can say, as he manages to pull out and lie beside me. 
His job isn't over yet though and he knows it. That's what | love about my Nikki.. No matter how what he does, 


he will never leave me dissatisfied. 


He reaches down, takes my painfully hard cock in hand and beings to stroke. His pace is fast, frantic and | 


practically scream out in pleasure. God does his touch feel good. 
"Yes!" lm the one to hiss this time. 


"Cum for me, Vince." he orders. My nails dig into my hands and | do so on command, with a deep moan. "Good 


boy." He says with a smirk, as he reaches up to untie my hands. | lay there, completely drained of energy. 


He pulls me in close though, brushes lose strands of hair out of my face and then he takes my wrists in his 


hold, rubbing any soreness away. 


| smile up at him. Another thing that keeps me coming back.. His gentle touch in the aftermath. | sigh softly, 
nuzzling into him. "Thank you, Nikki." | say, because an ‘| love you' just isn't fitting and nor does he like those 


three words. 


"Go to sleep, blondie.” He replies, placing a kiss to my forehead. Exhaustion is setting in quickly. | can't form 


another sentence. My eyes close, and before | know it, I'm drifting off in the warmth of his arms. 


